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Boston, Nov. 1, 1852. 
Right Rev. and dear Sir: 

The undersigned, members of the Parish of Trinity Church, re- 
spectfully request, for the press, a copy of your appropriate and im- 
pressive Sermon, delivered yesterday morning, that the solemn lessons 
to be derived from the nation’s great bereavement, so eloquently stated 
and enforced, may be long perpetuated and more extensively diffused. 

We remain, with great respect, 
Your obd’t servants and friends, 
Samunt D. Parker, 
and many others. 


Bosroy, Nov. 2, 1852. 
Gentlemen : 

The Discourse which you have so kindly requested for the press is 
entirely at your service; and is herewith put into your hands, with 
the prayer that, when published, it may, through the Spirit’s blessing, 
prove a humble instrument of good to those who may give its pages a 
perusal. 

Your attached friend and pastor, 
Manton Easrsurn, 
To the Hon. S. D. Parxzr, 
and others. 


SERMON. 


PROVERBS, VIII. 33. 
HEAR INSTRUCTION, AND BE WISE, AND REFUSE IT NOT. 


My BELOVED BRETHREN : 

When any one of those great men of a country who, 
by their wisdom, their intellectual power, the services 
they have rendered, and their capability of conferring 
benefits yet to come, deserve to be entitled pillars of the 
State, is summoned off the stage, there are three duties 
devolving upon those who survive. 

One of these duties is that of pronouncing, with 
elaborate detail, and with diction which, by its noble- 
ness, shall be worthy of the noble theme, the eulogy of 
the departed; and thus holding up, to the view of those 
just entering on the scene, the processes through which 
he attained influence — pointing out his true claims to 
remembrance — and stirring up within the national 
heart gratitude to God Almighty, for what he had made 
the illustrious dead an instrument of achieving. This 
work I leave for other tongues than mine, and for other 
places than these courts in which we are now assembled. 
It will be done, and well done, by the statesmen and 


° 
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orators of the land to the extremest verge of its domin- 


ion. And it will be performed, moreover, within walls 


consecrated to such occasions ; and which, by the asso- 
ciations with which they are connected, will not, like 
the pulpit, impose a restraint upon that full and free 
development which the subject justly demands. 

Another duty, when one of our public benefactors is 
removed, is that of indulging those emotions of elevated 
sorrow which such an event awakens. And I might 
therefore be excused, my brethren, if I should occupy 
some few moments, this morning, in endeavoring to 
give, if possible, a deeper tone to your sense of desola- 
tion by words of mine. But this would be needless 
labor. Who of you requires to be made to feel,— who, 
in this nation, whatever his views on the absorbing 
questions of the day, whatever his affinities, whatever 
his sympathies, requires to be made to feel, more than 
he does feel, that when, on the morning of the last day 
of rest, the spirit of our mighty statesman passed away, 
there was a shock sent home to himself, —a mysterious 
sense of void in the country’s councils, which there is 
nothing left to fill ? 

But there is yet another obligation imposed upon us 
by the event which has just transpired ; and that is, to 
ponder the spiritual instruction which it conveys. And 
it is to assist you in so doing that I stand in this place 
to-day. I come to you as an ambassador of God to dying 
men. It was with the view of leading to such an im- 
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provement of the lessons which Providence is speaking, 
that, at the request of some brethren in the ministry, 
the special Prayer just offered from the reading-desk 
was set forth for use this day throughout the Diocese. 
In consonance with this purpose, let us spend a few 
minutes together not in commemorating the intellectual 
glories of the dead, but in giving heed to what God is 
now speaking to the living. Let us “hear instruction, 
and be wise, and refuse it not.” 

And, first of all, dear brethren, let me carry you to 
the death-bed of that mighty man, whose loss has 
thrown a whole nation into mourning: and what is 
the lesson which God speaks to us from that chamber 
of dissolution? It is this:—that the greatest, the wisest, 
and the most privileged of mankind, MusT COME AT LAST 
FOR REST TO THE PROPITIATORY SACRIFICE OF ouR Lorp 
Jesus Curist. 

Let us dwell for a moment upon this most affecting 
and instructive scene. Here lies a man, who, by the 
force of his vast faculties, had reached universal renown ; 
and who, fail though he did to attain that topmost point 
of official honors which is the goal of a public man’s 
ambition, stood upon a pinnacle of homage to which 
the loftiest station in the commonwealth could add 
nothing, and from which the absence of that station 
could take nothing. Here was one, then, who had 
drunk to the very depths from that fountain which the 
world supplies towards quenching the thirst for happi- 
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ness. And now, after all this, what do we see? He is 
at the limit of his long and brilliant journey. He is on 
the edge of an eternal futurity. ‘To comfort himself in 
this last extremity, he might have looked back, if he 
would, over all the past of his shining way. He might 
have called up the memory of his oratorical triumphs. 
He might have lived over again the long succession of 
his services to the republic, in the seasons of her doubt 
and peril. He might have summoned up, to cheer his 
failing eye about to close in darkness, the splendid vision 
- of all that he had been,—and of all that he was then,— 
and of homage at home,—and of homage from beyond 
the sea,—and of that posthumous glory, by which he 
must have felt that he would survive the sepulchre, and 
exist when he had ceased to be. But does he seek for 
his consolation from such sources? Ahno! He had 
tried them, and found them vanity. He turns away 
from them, and draws refreshment for his soul from the 
fountain of living waters. It is the presence of a recon- 
ciled God that he asks for, while entering into the 
shadowy valley. It is for the remission of sins through 
redeeming blood, that he pours forth his child-like 
petitions as the world is receding and disappearing. It 
is Christ that he needs. It is to Christ that he clings. 
My brethren, how resistless an illustration this, of the 
insufficiency of earthly resources to confer true peace ! 
And so it will ever be. So it must be. Pleasure,— 


fame,— power, — wealth,— success,— all are nothing. 
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You will find them worthless in the final hour. And, 
if worthless then, let them be viewed in their just 
character even now. ‘Behold the Lamb of God,—was 
whispered in the ear of the expiring author of Rasselas. 
‘Is it so? replied the dying Johnson : — there it is — 
that is peace—that is what I have all along been looking 
for, and never found? Brethren, let us hear this in- 
struction which comes to us from the death-scene of our 
_ departed statesman. There is no rest for the burdened 
spirit but in atoning blood. “In the last day, that great 
day of the feast, Jesus stood and cried, saying, If any 
man thirst, let him come unto me, and drink!” 
But I must not yet tum your thoughts from the 
chamber of this great man’s death. Let me remind 
you, then, in the second place, with what impressive- 
ness God proclaims to us from that spot, that THE LIFE 
WE NOW LIVE IS BUT THE VESTIBULE OF OUR BEING. 
It is worthy of observation, my brethren, that a few 
brief words are often heard to fall from the lips, which 
in themselves are of no significance, and which never- 
theless convey worlds of thought and meaning on account 
of the circumstances in which they were uttered. More 
especially are this solemnity and moment communicated 
to them, and more than ever do they become, as it were, 
household words, to be engraven upon the memory, and 
treasured up in the hearts of future generations, when 
spoken by those who have filled the eyes of the world 


with great achievements, Such an instance, pre-emi- 
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nently, is the present. Opening his eyes not long before 
his dissolution, the expiring statesman says, ‘I still live.’ 
Now, for ought that we know, all that was in the mind 
of the great orator when he thus spoke was the simple 
idea, that the moment of his departure had not yet come, 
but that he continued to breathe here below. But the 
time when this short sentence was uttered, and the 
person who uttered it, alike forbid that it should be thus 
passed by. And it has not been unheeded. It has been 
taken up; and eloquent voices have pronounced a com- 
mentary upon it; and the press has recorded it; and 
funereal banners have waved it before the people; and 
the electric conductor has darted it simultaneously to 
every man, and every child, over the length and breadth 
of this continent. And here, too, in the old historical 
hall of our city, one of our own distinguished public 
men, with that exquisite felicity of language with which 
he always clothes thoughts equally felicitous, has adverted 
to these last words of the great man’s dying lips; and 
has imagined them as expressing the connexion now 
subsisting between him, and the world he has left, — 
that connexion whereby, though he is seen no more, he 
still exists in a nation’s gratitude for the services he has 
bestowed. But, my brethren, let me be allowed to 
suggest to you an immeasurably more exalted meaning, 
even than this, which divine Providence would have us 
perceive in this impressive declaration, uttered just before 
‘the exit of the departing orator. ‘I still live? —As 
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much as to say—‘TI am near the end, and yet I am only 
at the beginning. This puny hand-breath of existence 
which is about to be finished, is but the porch, —the 
antechamber, — the gate of entrance, — to that temple 
of immortal fiturity into which I am soon to be usher- 
ed! In this interpretation, then, let us ponder the 
words. Alas! how little is this fact of the nothingness 
of the life present, and of the everlasting duration of 
that which is to come, laid home to the heart amidst 
the excitements of the passing hour! How many 
millions, perhaps, under the very shock of the present 
national sorrow, have derived every lesson from it but 
this! How soon will it be dismissed, even from hearts 
where it has for a moment lodged, when the remembrance 
of the event that called it forth has been drowned amidst 
the roar of life, and the conflicts of party, and the strife 
of tongues! My brethren, let us avail ourselves of the 
present rare opportunity for giving vividness to our per- 
ception of the truth, that beyond time there is an eternity. 
This present scene is but a breath. We open our eyes 
upon the earth at one moment, and close them at the 
next. The only important, because the endless and 
unalterable portion of our being, is that which is to be 
revealed hereafter. Are we keeping it in view? Are 
we living by faith at the foot of the cross? Is our faith 
producing its natural results, in preparation for the last 
hour ; in affections set upon things above ; in resistance — 
against temptation ; in active service to the kingdom of 
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Christ; and in deeds of usefulness to man? My brethren, 
may the Holy Spirit teach us, in this exclamation of the 
expiring senator, what we never can be taught too well! 
Soon shall we be where he is. Let us live for that 
boundless hereafter. When death is past, we then shall 
begin to live. And we shall live, either for weal or wo, 
“ for ever and ever !” i 

T now turn, however, to other reflections ; and invite 
you to hear a third admonition, which, in this national 
bereavement, God speaks to our hearts. In removing 
the master-mind of the country from her councils, HE 
WOULD CORRECT OUR TENDENCY TO LEAN UPON AN ARM 
OF FLESH, RATHER THAN UPON THE LIVING Gop. 

It is a very natural temptation, even of Christian men, 
when Providence raises up any mighty instrument of 
public safety, almost wholly to rest in the instrument ; 


to imagine the continuance of that instrument to be 
indispensable ; and to forget, that the real Pilot of the 


vessel of State is He who once reclined “ in the hinder 
part of the ship, asleep on a pillow.” I say that this 
is a natural temptation ; for it grows out of that very 
feeling of gratitude, which pre-eminent public services 
justly challenge as their reward. It was under the 
influence of such a feeling, that one of the great pulpit 
orators of our land, upon a memorable occasion, gave 


utterance to those words of eloquent sadness, ‘ When 


Washington was taken, Hamilton was left: but Hamil- 
ton is taken, and we have no Washington.’ And so it 
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is now. When first the tidings came, that death would 
soon quench the grand luminary of the nation, — and 
then again when the appalling event was announced to 
have actually come,— the question which every man 
asked himself was, What shall we do? How shall this 
chasm, created by the spoiler, be filled up? Who now, 
by firmness blended with moderation, and by the power 
of a transcendent genius, shall secure to us, in times of 
difficulty and danger, the blessings of peace? Who shall 
stand, like him, immovable upon the ground of the con- 
stitution? He is not: and whither shall we fly? And 
is it saying too much to affirm, that in this feeling all 
have more or less participated, and participate now, 
whatever be the class of their opinions, and whatever 
the motto inscribed upon the standard under which they 
are enrolled? My Christian friends, it is this very feel- 
ing of reliance upon anything human, thatthe Supreme 
Disposer checks by the judgments of his providence. 
He would teach us, in that solemn event which has just 
filled men’s hearts with consternation, that He who con- 
stitutes agents, can, whenever he is pleased, dispense with 
their agency. He bids us to look back over the annals 
of nations : and asks us to remember, that, before this 
time, wise men holding the helm of State have been struck 
down from their posts; and all faces have gathered 
blackness at their departure ; and darkness has covered 
the prospect ; and yet all went on,—either guided by 
new and efficient agencies raised up in place of the 
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former, or else, in despite of incompetent agencies, steered. 

‘safely through the billows by Him who ‘rides on the 
whirlwind, and directs the storm.’ And, as such is the 
experience of the past, such, he tells us to believe, will 
be the course of the King of kings through all the future. 
This lesson, then, let us impress upon our hearts to-day. 
Let us trust in the living God. Let us look up to Him. 
Let us take hold, by faith, of his protecting arm, and 
feel that He is able to help. “In quietness and in con- 
fidence shall be our strength.” In seeking the favor of 
the Creator, rather than in dependence upon the creature, 
we shall, collectively asa nation as well as in our individ- 
ual capacity, “ flourish like a cedar in Lebanon.” “ By 
me,” says God, “ kings reign, and princes decree justice.” 
«“ Thus saith the Lord, cursed be the man that trusteth 
in man.” “Be still, and know that I am God: I will 
be exalted among the heathen, I will be exalted in the 
earth. The Lord of hosts is with us, the God of Jacob 
is our refuge.” 

I must be permitted, in further improvement of the 
present startling dispensation, to dwell for a few moments 
upon still another message, which, through its imstru- 
mentality, God speaks in our hearing. . Ir 1s A CALL To 
NATIONAL PRAYER AND HUMILIATION, 

There are two modes in which mankind may view the 
inflictions of Providence in this nether world. We may, 
on the one hand, pronounce upon the special sins for 
which these judgments of heaven are dispensed. In this 
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case, we are attempting to be wise beyond what the 
Author of national calamities has been pleased to reveal. 
The precise design of the Supreme Governor, in the 
visitations with which, as it were, He walks to and fro 
in the territory of his own world, and convulses nations 
to their centre, is hidden from us by a thick veil. Pre- 
sumptuous is that hand which assumes to lift the curtain, 
and to assign reasons for His doings who, in the language 
of his own word, “giveth no account of his matters,” 
“Canst thou by searching find out God? canst thou — 
find out the Almighty unto perfection? It is high as 
heaven ; what canst thou do? deeper than hell; what 
canst thou know?’ ‘There is, however, another method 
of scanning the movements of the moral Governor of the 
world, when he deals a blow at the kingdoms, princi- 
palities, and republics of the earth; and this it is which 
is at once our privilege and our duty. If there be any 
one truth on which the pages of inspiration have shed a 
clear and steady light, it is that of the judicial character 
of events in which God strikes, as with a bolt of light- 
ning, the nations of the world. Blight; famine; earth- 
quake ; war; pestilence; reverses; the cessation of the 
ordinances of religion; the removal of those wise and 
good who are the props of government, and the promoters 
of the common weal; all these are expressly set forth as 
retributive in their nature, and as designed to scourge 
offending nations into confession and obedience. When 
any of these events come upon us, therefore, though we 


16 


may not point the finger at this, or that department of 
national iniquity, as being the particular origin of the 
chastisement, yet one thing we may do, and ought to 
do,—and that is, to repent in sackcloth of all those 
offences, any one of which was ample cause for which 
he should “ visit our transgressions with a rod, and our 
sins with scourges.” 

Now, my brethren, the departure of that illustrious 
person, whose spirit, on the morning of Sunday last, 
took its flight from these scenes of his long and eventful 
history, is freely admitted by all men to be an incalcu- 
lable loss, and a universal calamity. He has been taken 
from us, when, as it would seem to our finite vision, he 
could least be spared. He has been snatched away, too, 
not indeed before reaching the allotted term of man’s 
brief pilgrimage, yet, in one sense, out of due time; for 
that stalwart frame, and those vigorous powers of con- 
stitution, appeared, until of late months, to give promise 
of added years of labor and of blessing. In all the 
circumstances, then, of this astounding event, surely we 
may see the hand of God. And we have all felt that it 
was His hand. All hearts have been subdued. All have 
recognised in this bereavement no ordinary sorrow. The 
sensation has been profound — awful — wide-spread — 
and almost without a parallel. But if so, let us search 
and try our ways, and sit down for a moment in the dust 
of self-abasement. Have we, as a nation, no ground for 
believing, that God has a controversy with us for our 
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evil ways? We have had signal and unnumbered 
mercies. How have we returned them? God has 
giyen us riches: have those riches drawn our hearts 
to Himself, or have we expended them on luxury, and 
vain show, and the pride of life? Is there an abound- 
ing “covetousness, which is idolatry?’ Have we, in 
laying up treasures on earth, been charmed away from 
treasures in heaven, which moth and rust cannot cor- 
rupt? We have received the blessing of Christian 
ordinances. Are those ordinances prized by the in- 
habitants of the land as their chiefest blessing? Or 
do the watchmen utter their voice in vain? Do they 
not find few to believe their report? Is not pleasure, 
through all our borders, the vortex in which the 
interests of the soul are engulphed? Do not the 
sweet privileges of the Sabbath glide off unimproved ? 
Is there not a relaxation of parental training of child- 
ren “in the nurture and admonition of the Lord?” 
Is there not a casting off of ancient reverence for God’s 
word, and hallowed ways? Is there not a wide-spread 
spirit of scepticism? Is there not a sneering at the 
precious gospel, as behind the age? Is there not a 
carping at what God reveals, in company with a 
disposition to rush after any thing, and every thing, 
which the Father of lies pretends to reveal? All 
these are questions, which, at any time, it becomes us 
to address to ourselves as a people; and if, within the 
last few days, God has spoken to us with solemn voice 
3 é 
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as from behind a cloud, and has taken from us our 
ornament and shield, then especially, at such a momiént, 
ought we to hear the monition, and retire within our- 
selves, and “commune with our own hearts, and be 
still.’ My beloved hearers, under this bereavement, 
let us pray for ourselves. Let us pray for the land, that 
righteousness may be its rampart and defence. Let us 
pray for our rulers,-that they may have affiance in God, 
and seek His honor and glory. Let us pray for a faith- 
ful ministry, and for the dew of the sanctifying Spirit to 
descend upon its ministrations. Let us return, “and do 
the first works.” Let us repent, while we are smitten 
by the Almighty. “ Hear instruction, and be wise, and 
refuse it not.” 

T have thus offered to your attention such reflections 
as seemed to spring, by natural inference, from the 
subduing visitation which God has just sent upon our 
country. They are those which occurred to my own 
mind, as fitting topics to be marked, and inwardly 
digested ; and if they have found a response in your 
own hearts, and shall, by the accompanying power of the 
- Spirit, lead to permanent benefit, I shall feel that they 
have not been presented in vain. My brethren, for that 
wondrous creature of God who has just passed away, 
we need not, on his own account, indulge in sorrow: 
for if, as his dying testimony showed, his faith and hope 
were fastened upon the everlasting Rock of ages, then 
he has entered into joy; the perturbations of his life 
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of conflict have been exchanged for peace; and his 
amazing intellect, in that nearer view to which it is now 
admitted of the perfections and the works of God, has 
found a field in which to expatiate which, in this dark 
and limited sphere, it sought in-vain. Neither have we 
any occasion for apprehension, least, having ceased to 
move among his countrymen, he should, by the same 
act of dissolution, pass from their remembrance. His 
name, his deeds, his labors for the nation which he 
loved, the registered master-pieces of his oratory, the 
unrivalled productions of his diplomatic pen, and. his 
marvellous expositions of constitutional law, are things 
of history. They will live while the country lives. 
They will shine through all generations. They cannot 
die. But, my brethren, to us, on this day, and in view 
of the universal calamity of his departure, there does 
come a just subject of fear. Shall we be made better 
by this most striking event? Shall we learn from it 
that Christ is the only refuge, from the conscious vanity 
of human pursuits? Shall we see in it a memento, 
harmonizing with the falling leaf, of the insignificance 
of life, and of the illimitable duration of that existence 
to which we are hastening? Shall we be made to feel 
by it, with any deeper conviction, the folly of looking 
for help from man, “ whose breath is in his nostrils ?” 
Shall it cause us to humble ourselves before Him, who, 
when he speaks, intends that he shall be heard, and 
who, if he be not heard, may be expected to speak in 
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thunder again? Shall none of these results follow ? 
This is that which we should dread. Against this it is 
that we should guard. May He without whom nothing 
is strong, and nothing is holy, help our endeavors, and 
enkindle our sluggishness of heart! That the “hand” 
of Jehovah has been “lifted up,” the history of the last 
week tells too well: the Lord enable us to “sxx!” 
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